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The Rich Young Ruler
AND, beholds one came and said unto him, Good Master, what
good thing shall I do that 1 may have eternal life ? He said
unto him, Why caliest thou me good ? There is iione good but God.
But if thou wilt enter into life, keep the commandments. The young
man saith unto him, All these things have I kept from my youth up ;
what lack I yet ? Jesus said unto him. If thou wilt be perfect, go
and sell that thou faast^ and give to the poor, and thou shalt have
treasure in heaven ; and come and follow me,
But when the young man heard that saying lie went away sorrow-
ful, for he had great possessions,                                  St Matthew
The Ride Into Jerusalem
Nineteen centuries separate these fcro descriptions of a ride into Jerusalem.
The first fa written in t/te first century of our Era and the second in tJte twentieth.
WHEN they drew nigh unto Jerusalem, and were come to Beth-
phage, unto the mount of Olives, then sent Jesus two disciples,,
saying unto them. Go into the village over against you, and straight-
way ye shall find an ass tied, and a colt with her : loose them, and
bring them to me. If any man say aught unto you ye shall say.
The Lord hath need of them, and straightway he will send them.
The disciples did as Jesus commanded thenis and brought the ass,
and the colt, and put on them their clothes, and they set him thereon,
A very great multitude spread their garments in the way ; others
cut down branches from the trees, and strawed them in the way;
and the multitudes cried* saying, Hosannas to the Son of David !
Blessed is he that cometh in the name of the Lord ! Hosanna in
the highest!                                                                St Matthew
WHEN fishes flew and forests walked
And figs grew upon thorn,
Some moments when the moon was blood,
Then surely I was born.
With monstrous head and sickening cry
And ears like errant wings,
The devil's walking parody
On all four-footed tilings.
The tattered outlaw of the earth.
Of ancient crooked will;
Starve, scourge, deride me ;  1 am dumb*
I keep my secret still.
Fools !    For I also had my hour;
One far fierce hour and sweet;
There was a shout about my ears,
And palms before my feet.
G. K. Chesterton (The Donkey)